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CLX.

PRAGUE, September n, 1854.
I AM ill and out of sorts. The faces here
are very different from those of Germany:
big heads, large shoulders, little hips and no
legs. This is the description of a Bohemian
beauty. I strained my knowledge of anat-
omy uselessly yesterday to understand how
these women walked. They have beautiful
eyes and black hair, but feet and hands of a
length and of a width which astonish voy-
agers best accustomed to extraordinary
things. I have seen autographs of Ziska
and John Huss. They wrote finely though
they were heretics.

CLXL

VIENNA, October a, 1854.
MY guide has presented me to very beau-
tiful ladies. Fashionable society being po-
lite here, they found me amiable. I wrote
sublime thoughts in albums. I made draw-
ings; in a word, I was perfectly ridiculous.
Did I tell you that I went to Hungary ? Myrdently.he replied, "At your
